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yet vibrates to the farthest comers of the1, immense piazza.
"Afterwards we went to S. Andrea tlellu Vulle to sec the ' sepolcro;' but far more worth seeing was a, single ray of light streaming in through a narrow slit in one of the dark blinds, and making a glistening pool of gold upon the black pavement.
"Oil Good Friday, after the English service, we went to Santo Spirito in Borgo, where, after waiting an hour and a half, seeing nothing but the curiously ragged congregation, we found that the c Trc Ore/ was to be preached in broad Trasteverino, of which we could not understand a word. We went into St. Peter's, which was in a state of widowhood, no bells, no clock, no holy water, no ornaments on any of the altars, no lamps burning at the shrine, and all because the Sacrament was no longer present. We went again in the afternoon, when the whole building was thickly crowded from end to end. I stood upon the ledge of one of the pillars and watched two graceful ladies and a gentlemanly-looking man in black buffeted in the crowd below me: they were the King and Queen of Naples and the Countess Tram. Sonic zealous Bourbonists kissed their hands at risk of being trampled on.
"To-day St. Peter's and all the other churches have come to life again: the Sacrament has been restored: the bells have rung: and fire and water have been re-blessed for the year to come. All private Catholic houses too have had their blessings. A priest and, a boy surprised Lea by coming in here and blessing everything, and sho found them asperging the Mother's bed with holy water, all at the desire of our fellow-lodger, Mr. Monteith of Carstairs, whom Louisa described as dropping gold pieces into their water-vessel. At Palazzo Parisani, as well as below us, a ' colazione' was set out, with a great cake, eggs, &c., and after being blessed was given away.